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Annie Laurie, . 

Auld Lang Syne, . 

Auld Robin Gray, . 

Bloom is on the Rye,. 

Bonnie banks o’ Clyde, . 
Bonnie Bessie Gray, . 

Come gang awa’ wi me, 
Comin thro’ the Rye, 

Draw the Sword, Scotland, 
Down the Burn, Davy, love, 
Faintly flow, thou falling River, 
Farewell to the land, etc., . 
Flower of Ellerslie, . . . 
Hey the Bonnie Wildwood, 

I canna loe him less, . . . . 
I canna bid him gang, Mither, . 
I hae nobody now, . . . . 
I’m o'er young to Marry, . 
Ingleside, a a 
Jessie of Glengyle, 

Jock of Hazeldeen, as 
John Anderson, my Joe,. . » . 
Laddie, oh leave me,. . « +. 


Lightly may the boat row, (Duett) 23 
Logan Ss 
Maid of Llangollen, . 

Mary in Heaven, . , 
Mary of Argyle, . . . . . 
My bonnie, blithesome Mary, . 
My heart’s in the Highlands, . . 
My Lowland Bride, . . . . . 24 
My last Song ’s for Thee, lassie, . 24 
Nid, nid, noddin”, (Glee) . 


3 | Oft in the Stilly Night, . 


Oh, | should like to Marry, . 
Oh, whistle and I ll come, . 
Poor Bessie, or the Parting, . 
Queen Mary's Escape, + : 
Queen of my Soul, . . 

Red, Red Rose, 

Rose of Allandale, . 

Rowan Tree, 


3 | Spring time o” Year, . 

3 | Tartar Drum, . . + « « 
+| Within a mile of Edinburg, . 
$| We’ll go to Sea no more, . 
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Oh yes! I remember full well, Ned Brace, 
Sweet Alice the pride of our town; 

She now sleepeth calmly in yonder churchyard, 
Regardless of smile or of frown. 


Ark of our Union, (National Song.) Pendleton 
Ben Bolt. (Song.) Nelson KneasS..........-. 


Oh! do n't you remember sweet Alice, Ben Bolt, 
Sweet Alice, with hair so brown, 

She wept with delight when you gave her a smile, 
And trembled with fear at your frown. 

In the old churchyard in the valley, Ben Bolt, 
In a corner obscure and alone, 

They have fitted a slab of granite so gray, 
And sweet Alice lies under the stone. 


Childhood's Happy Days. (Song.) Nourse..... 


I'm thinking of the days, mother, 
Of childhood's happy days, 

When all the world seemed bright and gay, 
And full of gladsome lays. 

I'm thinking of that joyous time, 
When sitting by your side, 

You sweetly smiled and blest your child, 
With all a parent's pride, 


Come Home, Papa. (Easy Song) Martin...... 


Come home, Papa; the shades of night 
Are gathering in the sky, 

The fire-fly shines with fitful light, 
The stars are out on high, 

And twinkles bright the evening star, 

We 've waited long, come home, Papa. 


Dearest spot on earth to me is home, sweet home. 
(Song and Chorus) Von Smit.......... 
Dew is on the Blossom. Thomas .............. 


The dew is on the blossom, 

And the young moon on the sea; 
It is the twilight hour— 

The hour for you and me. 


Do Not Forget. (Song and Quartette.) Costa.. 


The semblance of one who is dreaming, 
Ah, ever and ever of thee, 

To whom thy last smile hath a seeming, 
Like sunbeams afar on the sea, 


E Pluribus Unum, (National Song) Pendleton 


Though many and bright are the stars that appear, 
In that flag by our country unfurled; 

And the stars that are swelling in majesty there, 
Like a rainbow adorning the world ; 

Their lights are unsullied as those in the sky, 
By a deed that our fathers have done, 

And they ‘ve leagued in as true and as holy a tie, 
In their motto of “many in one.” 


Faintly Flow thou Falling River. (Song and 

Quartette)...oooooooooooocrmmmororssso 
Gentle Annie's Grave. (Song) Alfred Hawthorne 
Gentle Eva. (Song.) Cumming.............. 


Have Je heard the touching story, 
Told so sadly of that clime, 

Where the rose in crimson glory, 
Brightens all the summer time ? 

O it tells us of a maiden, 
Golden haired and starry eyed, 

Young in years, by thought o’er laden, 
Who in angel beauty died, 


“Good Night!” but not Good Bye. (Song) Al- 
fred Hawthorne... .cccccccccccesccseece 
Happy Days of Yore. (Song.) Currier........ 


Oh! my heart is gladly beating 

As I view these scenes once more; 
And mem’ry gaily revels, 

In these happy days of yore. 


Hark! I Hear the Sweet Voice of my Mother. 
(Song and Chorus.) Webetr............ 20 


This world is a sad ome; alas! tis tome, 
But soon I shall leave for another; 

The angels in heaven ase waiting for me, 
Hark! I hear the sweet wolee of my mother, 
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Answer to Ben Bolt. (Song.) Weller.......... 25] Heart (The) Gives Life its Beauty. (Song and 


Chorus.) JOCUS .....ooooooomoomooor»”. 
Hey the Bonnie Wildwood. (Song and Chorus.) 


Pe A o 


I am thine and thine only (over the left.) (Comic.) 
Ranch ansteuern de 


I’m Weary of being in Love. (Song.) Thomas 25 


Oh why do you bother me, Kate, 
With your smiles and good humor so sly, 
With your songs and your innocent prate, 
And that eloquent glance of your eye? 
I'm weary of being in love, 

It has long been the curse of my life; 
By all the big planets above, 

I want neither sweetheart nor wife. 


I Dream of Her. (Song.) Merz............... 20 


I had a Dream just now, Mother. (Song.) S. 
Nourse.. «20 


I had a dream just now, mother, 
I dreampt an angel came, 

And hovered round my bedside, mother, 
And sweetly spoke my name. 


I Love Thee Fondly, Dearest. (Song.) Waggoner 


I love thee fondly, dearest, 
Whate'er thou thinkest of me ; 

Thou art still to me the nearest, 
Though changed thy heart may be. 


I never have Loved Thee. (Song.) W. C. Peters. 


I never have lov’d thee; yet, strange though it be, 

So soft are the feelings I cherish for thee, 

That the wildest of passions could never impart 

More joy to my soul or more bliss to my heart; 

They come o'er my breast in my happiest hours, 

They come like the south wind that ruffles the flowers— 
A thrilling of softness—a thrilling of bliss— 

Say, is there no name for a passion like this? 


Morning, Noon, and Night, we Miss Thee. (Song.) 
W. C. Peters. Answer to “Do They 
Miss me at Home.”....oooooooooooooo...o 


We miss thee at home, why we miss thee, 
"T were vain—'t were useless to tell: 

For our once happy circle was broken, 
When we bade you our last fond farewell, 


My Soul is Full of Music, (Duett.) Fillmore... 
O my soul is full of music, 
Of the sunny days of yore, 
Wafted up by spirit voices, 
Of the forms I see no mre, - 
Natilie, or the Maid of the Mi. (Song.) W. OC. 
Peters is eres O AROS 
O Bid me not Wed Him, Brother dear. (Song.) 
Alfred Hawthorne -arbre oree itatea 20 


Oh bid me not wed him, brother dear, 
For ne’er can my love be given; 

My hand to the many that greet me here, 
But my heart to the one in heaven, 


O Carry me Home to Die. (Song and Chorus.) 
SUN OUESBR obits iaa eo oes ew orale 
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O carry me back to my childhood’s home, 
Where the ocean.surges roar, 

Where its billows dash on a rock-bound coast, 
And moan for ever more. 

I’m pining away in a stranger's land, 
Beneath a stranger's eye; 

O carry me back to my childhood's home, 
O carry me home to die. 


O Iam in Love. (Comic Song.) Deming...... 


O Let me Die in Spring time. (Song.) Cumming 


O let me die in spring time, 
When the flow'rets are in bloom, 
‘When the earth is filled with sunshine, 
And the air with rich perfume, 
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Sailor Boy. (Song.) W. O. Peters ............ 50 


Oh I am a merry sailor lad, 

With a heart both light and free, 
I dearly prize my gallant ship, 

I love the deep blue sea. 


Sally is for ever Singing. (Song.) Darley .... 25 
Separation. (Song.) Maeder...o.oooooomoo...» 25 


With all my soul then let us part,— 
Since both are anxious to be free,— 

And I will send you home your heart, 
If you will send back mine to me. 


Ten O'clock. (Song.) W.O. PeterS........... 25 


was ten o’clock, one moonlight night, 
I ever shall remember, 

When every star shone twinkling bright, 
In gloomy, cold December; 

When at my window, tap, tap, tap, 

I heard a certain well-known rap, 

And with it, too, these words most clear, 

“ Remember! ten o'clock, my dear.” 


They Think we have Forgotten. (Song.) Con- 
E E A a 

Thine Image Dwells Within my Heart. (Song.) 
Wendel co ee prrr src 

Thou Hast Cast off the Heart that I Gave Thee. 
(Song.) Farrenberg .....oooooomomom... 30 


Thou hast cast off the heart that I gave thee, 
Like a weed that was worthless and vain— 

A heart that would perish to save thee, 
Thou hast given to the bleak world again. 


‘Tig but an Hour since First we Met. (Song.) 
CUMMING ...oooooomooccorommmcmmossoso 


T is but an hour since first we met, 
Another, and our path will sever: 

Nor deem it strange it wakes regret, 
To think that we may part forever. 


We are Wandering o’er the Mountains. (Quar- 
tette.) John Gibson ...o.oooomomooooo»os. 


We are wandering o’er the mountains, 
Thro’ the valleys green we roam; 
But beside the crystal fountains, 
As we rest, we think of home, 
As we wander, wander singing, 
Thro’ the valleys as we roam, 
Still, oh still the heart is clinging 


To the dearer scenes of home, 
We Stood Beside the Window. (Song.) W.C. 


Peters Cow ook A NEU 


We stood beside the window— 
It was the very same— 
Where, years ago, together, 
We wrote each other’s name; 
I listened for the dear words, 
I used to hear from thee— 
I listened, but there came not 
One loving word for me. 


What is Life without a Home. (Song.) Alfred 
Hawthorne ....ooooooooooncocorcorososo 


What is life without a home ? 
Wanderer o’er the trackless sea; 
Trav'ler, wherefore dost thou roam, 

Toiling ever, answer me? 


Widow Bedott. (Comic Song.) Green. As Sung 
by Mrs. W, J. Florence ..o.ooooosorommo»o 
Willie's Welcome Home. (Song.) Von Smit. 
Answer to Willie we have missed you... 
World (The) is Full of Beauty, when the Heart is 
Full of Love. (Song.) Von Smit....... 30 


There is beauty in the forest, 

Where the trees are green and fair; 
There is boauty in the meadow, 

Where wild flowers scent the air; 
There is beauty in the sunlight, 

And the soft, blue beams above— 
Oh the world is full of beauty, 

When the heart is full of love. 
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